GORDON    BOTTOM LEY

And, as the unknowing ploughman climbs

Slowly and inveterately,

I wonder long how many times

The corn will spring again for me.

BABEL: THE GATE OF THE GOD
JOST towers impend, copeless primeval props
Df the new threatening sky, and first rude digits
3f awe remonstrance and uneasy power
Thrust out by man when speech sank back in his
throat:
Chen had the last rocks ended bubbling up
ind rhythms of change within the heart begun
By a blind need that would make Springs and
Winters;
Pylons and monoliths went on by ages,
Mycense and Great Zimbabwe came about;
Cowed hearts in This conceived a pyramid
That leaned to hold itself upright, a thing
Foredoomed to limits, death and an easy apex ;
Then postulants for the stars' previous wisdom
Standing on Carthage must get nearer still;
V^Tiile in Chaldea an altitude of God
Being mooted, and a Saurian unearthed
Upon a mountain stirring a surmise
Of floods and alterations of the sea,
A round-walled tower must rise upon Senaar
Temple and escape to God the ascertained.
These are decayed like Tune's teeth in his mouth,